THE IRON PUDDLER

appetite for audiences that a drunkard has
for gin. When is an orator not an orator?
When he hasn't got an audience. I found that
when a horse fell down on the street and a
crowd gathered to pick it up, somebody began
"addressing the gathering on the issues of the
day."

Now I know why the cranks from every-
where swarm into any region where a strike
is on. They are seeking audiences. They
have no love for humanity except that por-
tion of humanity which is forced to be an
audience for their itching tongues. I have
known rich Jawbone Janes to travel half
across the continent to harangue a poor bunch
of striking hunyaks. These daughters of
luxury wanted one luxury that money could
not buy. The luxury of chinning their drivel
to an audience. You can't buy audiences as
you buy orchids and furs. Accidents make
audiences. When a horse falls down and a
crowd gathers, hell be up again and the
crowd gone before a girl from Riverside
Drive can come a hundred miles in a Pull-
man* But when the job falls down, the strike
crowd sticks together for days. This gives
the crack-brained lady opportunity to catch
220me, and
